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Summary: 


Mia reached the top of the boulder and gazed around the 
blasted remains of Mt Aleph, wishing it were possible to see 
further in the light of the crescent moon. Her friends 
intended to start searching the area tomorrow morning. This 
was her only chance to beat them to it. She couldn't let a 
traitor run amok. Yet she would contribute to her people's 
decline if she wiped out half the clan. Whether or not she 
managed to reconcile her responsibilities as she hoped, she 
would at least make the decision herself. 


Sustaining Life 
Author's Note: 


This is a heavily rewritten version of a fill posted on the 
anon meme years ago. | wasn't sure enough about the 
Original to cross-post it, but I've gotten some feedback 
on this version, and the plotbunny's still kicking, so here 
it is. This is the last of the old fills that I think I'll want to 
carry over in any form. (I'm still working on my other 
WIPs too, they kinda take turns reaching the point where 
I've got enough progress to post.) 


It's an evil!Mia fic, partly written in response to some of 
the evil!Mia darkfic and crackfic you used to see around 
the GS fandom, so she's fairly OOC, though | tried to 
avoid going against the letter of canon, just the spirit. 
Always felt you could get mileage out of exaggerating 
her worst traits, when almost everything else seemed to 
approach the concept as a cracky inversion of her best 
traits. 


Mind the tags - there's lots of explicit violence, written 
as horror/angst. It'll gain more warnings, plus more 
character and relationship tags, in future chapters, 
though | don't want to tag for anything not yet present 
because 1.) that'd be false advertising and 2.) the story 
might change slightly as it goes, you never know with a 
WIP. It'll probably end up with all the major warning tags 
eventually, so be careful if that'd be a problem. 


Mia reached the top of the boulder and gazed around the 
blasted remains of Mt Aleph, wishing it were possible to see 


further in the light of the crescent moon. Her torch cast long 
Shadows across the rough terrain, leaving an endless 
number of hiding places for the object of her search. 


The others intended to start searching the area tomorrow 
morning. This was her only chance to beat them to it. The 
grim anger in her heart had left her resolved to be the one to 
find her clanmate, though she wasn't yet entirely sure what 
she would do with him. She couldn't serve the Mercury 
Clan's interests by letting a traitor run amok. Yet she would 
contribute to her people's decline if she wiped out half the 
clan. Whether or not she managed to reconcile her 
responsibilities as she hoped, she would at least make the 
decision herself, without running the risk that a well- 
intentioned outsider would make it for her. 


Her instincts pulled her towards one of the deeper patches 
of shadow. When she drew close enough to sense him, she 
broke into a run. There were dark stains on the rocks nearby 
- probably blood - and he was passed out when she found 
him. It looked as though he'd managed to crawl a little way 
beforehand. She rolled him onto his back, and felt her breath 
catch at the sight of his chest; he'd clearly broken a few ribs. 


"Alex..." Mia shook his shoulder, hoping she could wake him 
without casting Ply. "Alex! Wake up, or else - wake up right 
this second!" 


A little more shaking seemed to do the trick. His eyes 
opened, and slowly focused on her. He drew a pained breath, 
and mouthed a few words before managing anything 
audible. 

"Mia? What...?" 


"What do you think you're doing here?" Mia hissed, making 


no effort to mask her anger. 
ee cet Mia?" 


"Did you think you could get away without explaining 
yourself? | heard what you did at Jupiter Lighthouse. Setting 
that trap with the Proxians - you could have killed me. | also 
heard why you came back here, of all places. The power that 
gathered at Mt. Aleph... How could that be reason enough to 
throw away everything you've ever known and loved? The 
man you used to be... The people who cared for you..." 


"Mia, please. We must talk. Not the time... Can you... Is 
Felix...?" 


Alex tried to look past her. She squeezed his shoulder, 
drawing back his gaze. 


"No, we are sorting this out right here, right now. Do you 
think I'm going to let you run off again?" 


"Do you think... | would?" 
"Yes," 


"Why did you go after the golden sun? What do you mean to 
do with it?" 


Alex closed his eyes for a moment, breathing deeply despite 
his injuries. He met her gaze again and spoke softly, making 
each breath last for longer. "Are you proud... of the powers 
you were born with? The way you have used them?" 


"Of course." 


"Could you give me a reason... to let a greater power go to 
waste?" 


"You don't intend to waste it? | could have guessed as much. 
Are you saying you'll put it to the same use? Do you mean to 
return to the Sanctum as a healer?" 


"Why? Is that... the only way you would let me live? Will you 
kill anyone who does not work as a healer?" 


"Not anyone. Just you." Mia treated him to a thin smile, 
pressing down on his broken ribs until he hissed in pain. 


"Mia, honestly... not funny..." 


"I'm not joking. | ought to kill you. Need | remind you that 
you betrayed the clan? If the elders were still alive, they'd 
have your head for all of this." 


"And yours." Alex held her gaze, speaking softly as he 
struggled to draw breath. "We both... broke our oaths." 


"Don't try to place me on your level," Mia told him, 
slamming her fist on his chest. 


His eyes snapped shut as he choked down a pained noise. It 
took him a while to open them again. 


"Mia. What can | say?" Alex stared up at her, sounding 
ever quieter, though she wasn't sure whether this was due 
to his waning strength or an attempt to appeal to her sense 
of pity. "I've made mistakes. Too many... | want to talk. | 
won't have time, unless you heal me. If you still care. Have | 
really... lost so much trust...?" 


"Yes," 
"Mia. Please. Whatever you want... that is what I will..." 


He tried to reach out. She covered his hand with hers. His 
Skin was freezing. She bit her lip, realising it was about time 
she made her decision. 


He'd more or less admitted that he’d say whatever she 
wanted to hear. If he'd held any intention of returning to the 
fold, he would have said so, and he wouldn't have 
disregarded his healer's oath so casually during his travels. 
She couldn't trust him to keep his word unless she gave him 
no other choice. 


"Still not...2" Alex drew in a harsh breath, his voice cracking 
in frustration. "What more...? What do you want from me?" 


"Pay for the lives that have been lost." She reached up to 
stroke his face, smiling at the ill-suppressed fear in his eyes. 
"Repay the world for the lives that you could have saved 
throughout the quest if you'd intervened for the better, as | 
would have done. Give me a reason to help you, even 
though you saw no reason to help others. l'Il save you from 
yourself, but only if you offer me collateral against the risk 
that you'll let me down again.” 


"How?" 


"Pay for your mistakes by creating life, with my assistance. 
Take a step towards balancing the scales." 


"What?" 


"Create a child with me." 


"Mia? You...? | never thought..." 

"Are you willing?" 

"Yes. Whatever you want." 

"Are you ready?" 

"Now? l... | need healing, surely, or | can't..." 
"Shh, of course..." 


Smiling at his confusion, she wedged her torch among the 
rocks, then clasped her hands in prayer. Sacred light flowed 
over her form as she drew on the power of Ply, an ability 
boosted almost beyond recognition by the gains she'd made 
during her journey. Making full use of her mastery over flesh 
and bone, she sculpted her body to suit her desires, sighing 
in a temporary farewell as her chest flattened, and 
squirming as the changes reached her groin. 


Next, she leaned over Alex to start working on him, noting 
with a measure of amusement that he'd closed his eyes to 
await healing. She laid her hands on his chest, then began 
closing his wounds and reworking the organs beneath. His 
eyes shot open as his body gained unfamiliar curves. 


"Why...?" Alex paused, breathing rapidly. "What are you...? 
My voice...?" 


"You don't sound terribly different. Only a little higher..." Mia 
assured him, rubbing her thumb over his tunic as his chest 
swelled beneath her hands. She loved how husky her voice 
became when she changed this way. Jenna had assured her 
that she still sounded passably feminine, unless she made 
an effort to pitch her voice even lower and speak less softly. 


"No. Not this way." Alex tried to twist away from her. She 
shoved him back down, digging her fingers into his 
remaining bruises. He gasped and fell still beneath her, the 
dark circles under his eyes hinting at his lingering 
exhaustion. 


"This is the deal," Mia explained. "Bear my child, and I'll give 
you a second chance. If you prove that you can live a decent 
life as a productive member of the Clan, then I'll let you 
leave your mistakes behind. I'll give you back your old body 
once the child is weaned, if we've truly reconciled by that 
point." 


"What?" 
"You can atone this way. Do you understand?" 
"Atone? | cannot see how this is necessary - " 


"| told you the cost of salvation. Didn’t you say you’d do 
whatever I asked of you?" 


"Mia, please be reasonable. | can find another way to prove 
myself." 


"No, you can't. If | were to let you decide on some kind of 
grand gesture, you'd come up with something meaningless 
and disappear again. | need to know for sure that you can 
change. Whatever you feel for me, or for anyone else already 
alive in this world, it's clearly not enough, or else you 
wouldn't have left us all behind. So let's see if you're 
capable of loving a child of your own." 


Alex stared up at her, his eyes widening in clear 
desperation. Couldn’t he accept that he’d forfeited any right 


to an easy way out of this crisis? 


"| do love you, Mia. I'm sorry | ever let you doubt it. | may 
have had other priorities, but | have always cared for you. If 
your heart is set on it, then we can start a family. We can put 
the quest behind us, now that it is well and truly over. | 
achieved little of what I'd hoped to gain, and now | am back 
at square one. Believe me, | am ready to go home. You do 
not need to force the matter. | can father a child just as 
effectively if you change us back, and let us find somewhere 
sheltered..." 


He raised a hand to brush his fingers against her face. The 
gesture rang false, unbearably so. She caught his wrist and 
pinned it against the ground, digging her knee into his 
stomach to dissuade any further argument. 


"Weren't you listening to me? | wasn't offering to bear your 
child," she informed him, pausing to bring herself under 
control when she heard her voice shaking. "Do you think | 
love you for betraying me? After all that you've done, if you 
will not prove that you are willing to set foot down a 
different path, then | will have no qualms about leaving you 
for dead." 


"Mia, please listen to what you are saying. It is one thing to 
refuse me your aid when | am injured, and quite another to 
injure me yourself. | am still offering you - " 


"No, you're not offering me anything. I'm the one dictating 
your options. If you want to live, then you can prove that 
you deserve another chance by following my orders for a few 
years. If you give me no reason to regret sparing you, I'll 
change you back eventually. If you can't live that way, then 
you can die. In all honesty, if I'd had nothing to use as 
leverage against you today, I'd have executed you on sight, 


without leaving room for negotiation." 
"Are you insane?" 
"How does it feel to be the one asking that question?" 


"Mia..." Alex closed his eyes, turning his face away from the 
torchlight. "Whatever you say. Please, would you let me rest 
for a few minutes? Let me breathe. This is too sudden..." 


"Tell me when you're ready." Mia released his wrist, and laid 
down beside him, propped up on one elbow. She could grant 
him a minute to adjust his expectations. 


He stared out at the darkness, breathing softly as the silence 
stretched on. 


"...How did you even learn to do this?" Alex eventually 
asked, giving her a sidelong glance. 


"If you have to ask, you'll never know." 
"Mia!" 


"Isn't that your approach? What right do you have to 
complain?" 


"You've never..." Alex shook his head fractionally and started 
again. "I have never withheld anything from you out of spite. 
| have only ever tried to stay focused on my goals. | did not 
want to involve you, since | did not expect you to 
understand. | left obstacles in your path in an attempt to 
avoid a confrontation such as this. At Jupiter Lighthouse, | 
tried to separate you from the fighting, until it became 
apparent that the situation had changed. All the while, | 
tried to tell myself that if you ever ended up on the losing 


side of a fight, you would surely have the sense to retreat. 
You certainly wouldn't have listened if I'd asked you to give 
up and go home." 


"You're only making this worse," Mia warned him, her tone 
clipped with cold fury. "I don't care for your excuses. Not 
after the carnage you've caused. There were so many other 
options you could have chosen, and so many other lives you 
should have valued..." 


"I'm sorry." 


"You will be," Mia promised, sitting up and folding her arms. 
"Are you ready to start a new life?" 


"Wait, not yet. Won't you even tell me how you have fared? 
When | saw you here, | thought you had survived unscathed. 
If anything has happened in my absence to leave you so 
aggrieved... Are your friends still accompanying you? Is Felix 
- you did not tell me whether he and Jenna - their parents - 


"What do you care?" Mia asked, glaring down at him. When 
he blinked up at her, letting the question stand, she sighed 
and relented. "They pulled through. You'd have come with us 
if you actually cared. Don't bother feigning any more 
concern." 


"Thank you. I'm sorry. | couldn't be everywhere at once." 


"Are you ready yet?" Mia checked. "Either you're willing to 
repent, or you're not. | won't let you stall for time." 


Alex covered his eyes with the back of his hand. She could 
hear him drawing deep breaths ever more rapidly. 


Mia peeled his hand away. "Give me an answer." 


"My baby cousin..." Alex let slip a shaky laugh. "I don't 
understand you anymore..." 


"A 'yes' or 'no' answer." 
"Wait, please..." 


"You won't agree to go through with this." Mia stared past 
him. She shouldn't have indulged in conversation. Shouldn't 
have dared hope for more. 


"I only want to talk this through," Alex insisted. "We cannot 
lay the foundations for reconciliation by rushing into a 
decision with such far-reaching consequences. You could 
cause irreparable harm by acting in anger." 


"Well, so much for that offer." Mia rose to her feet and drew 
on her sacred powers once more. 


The flesh of his throat came apart at her command, skin and 
muscle un-knitting itself until he was bleeding freely. His 
hands flew to his neck in a vain attempt to stem the flow. He 
stared at her, eyes wide and disbelieving even as they 
began glazing over. She met his gaze, waiting at his side in 
order to witness his death. 


He flung out a bloodsoaked hand, catching hold of the edge 
of her dress. He gave it a faint tug, his fingers sliding down 
the fabric. 


She stared down at him, keeping her expression as 
impassive as she could manage. 


Opening his mouth as if to speak, he made another weak 


attempt to pull her closer. 


Against her better judgement, she knelt beside him. "Are 
you trying to get my attention? Have you changed your 
mind?" 


He blinked, his fingers twitching and loosening their hold on 
her dress. 


With a sigh, she set about healing his throat. Sensing his 
weak pulse, she replaced some of the lost blood before 
deciding that her work was done, at least for now. 


While the light of Ply faded from her skin, he rested his head 
on her knees and wrapped an arm round her waist. Having 
established contact, he held that position, quietly gasping 
for air. 


She stroked his hair, untangling the dirt-matted strands 
beneath her fingers while he caught his breath. 


"This brings back memories," Mia admitted. "Do you 
remember much from the time you fell ill, that winter when | 
was thirteen and you were fifteen? | couldn't always tell 
whether you were truly awake or talking in your sleep. You 
didn't always seem to see me, even with your eyes open. | 
could hardly stand to leave your side, even to let Father 
bathe you. | spent the days reading to you from every book 
we owned and praying to all the gods to let your fever pass. 
You would cling to me sometimes. | wouldn't have minded 
falling ill, if it had meant keeping you company. | was pretty 
foolish, wasn't I? If only I'd known back then that you 
weren't worth the effort." 


He flinched, his breath catching in his throat. She smoothed 
down his hair until his breathing evened out again. 


"Even now, it's hard to let go. Maybe love's after-image will 
never completely fade. Maybe I'm weak-hearted, coming up 
with an excuse to spare you, even though | shouldn't. Now 
that I've made this offer, I'll keep my word, even if it means 
showing you more mercy than you deserve. Are you ready to 
play by my rules?" 


He nodded, burying his face in her dress. 


When she tugged at his tunic, he let her lift it over his head. 
She ran her hands over the fabric before setting it aside. It 
was hard to tell in the dark, but it seemed damaged beyond 
repair. The rest of his clothes were in a slightly better state, 
but not by much. 


After setting her own outfit aside, she laid down beside him, 
and paused to run her fingers along his chest, slightly 
breathless at how different he looked in the moonlight. Such 
an improvement over the sunken outline of his ribs when 
she'd first found him... 


He gripped her arm as she started biting lightly at his 
breasts and stroking his thigh. His grip tightened as she ran 
her hand steadily higher, shifting herself closer and pulling 
one of his legs across her waist. She made a token effort at 
preparing him, though it didn't seem to have much effect. 
His grip on her arm would have hurt, if he'd had the strength 
to squeeze any harder. 


"This is all for the sake of your future," she reminded him, 
curling her fingers. He didn't offer a reply. "I'm not going to 
get much out of you from this point on, hmm? Maybe that's 
for the best. You're incapable of saying anything of value." 


He wasn't warming up at any great speed, but she had to 


get on with it at some point. She closed the remaining 
distance, and tried to make it quick. Though he did nothing 
to encourage her, she managed to lose herself in the 
moment. 


With a breathless laugh, she leaned over to whisper in his 
ear before pulling away. "You thought you could leave me 
behind..." 


He flinched, twisting slightly to press his face to the ground. 
He refrained from contradicting her. Hopefully he'd realised 
that she wouldn't entertain his excuses. She stroked his hip 
absently, giving herself a moment to rest. 


When her leg started falling asleep, she sighed and went to 
fetch her clothes. He kept his head down as she dressed 
herself, his expression obscured by the shadows. 


She fished out a flask of water and a crumpled paper bag 
from an inner pocket of her cloak, then knelt next to Alex 
again. Once she'd lifted his head onto her lap, she held the 
open flask to his lips and coaxed him into taking a few sips. 
Then she dug out a washcloth, dampened it with the rest of 
the flask, and set about wiping away the worst of the blood 
and grime from his skin. He'd be able to wash more 
thoroughly once she brought him back to the camp, but he 
needn't greet her friends looking like death warmed over. 


He passed out before she'd finished cleaning him up. She 
couldn't sense any serious damage, but she cast another 
round of healing Psynergy to avoid a lengthy delay. Once 
she'd done the best she could in the dim light, she refilled 
the flask with Psynergy, shook him awake, and helped him 
drink a little more. She took a couple of bread rolls from the 
paper bag and tried to make him eat, but he retched after a 
couple of bites, so she put them away for later. 


When she handed over his clothes, he tried to dress himself, 
but his hands were shaking too badly to deal with any of the 
fastenings, so she did most of the work for him. His tunic 
was marginally too tight even with several long gashes torn 
in it. She'd added flesh to his frame without making many 
changes to his bone structure, so his old clothes were bound 
to be too small. 


"I'll find you another outfit once we make it back to camp. 
Piers might be able to lend you something. You can borrow 
my cloak in the meantime," she offered, shrugging it off her 
shoulders. 


"Piers?" Alex stared at a point somewhere near her left 
shoulder. "Are we not returning directly to Imil?" 


"Of course not. | need to pack up the rest of my things and 
Say goodbye to everyone. Besides, they need to know you're 
accounted for." She hung her cloak around his shoulders, 
since he'd neglected to move. "We should get there before 
dawn, if we start walking now." 


"They... why... What do you expect me to tell them?" Alex 
asked, his voice hoarse. 


"The truth, of course. | saved your life, and you've agreed to 
return to Imil." 


Alex blinked, still staring into space. "...You have mastered 
the art of lying by omission." 


"We'll tell them the fine details too. You can leave that to 
me." 


Mia went to pick up her torch, and absently smoothed down 


the front of her dress before noticing that something was 
missing. She paused for a few moments to return her body 
to normal, since her habitual form was slightly more 
comfortable. 


"Well, come on. We should get moving." Mia snapped Alex 
out of a daze by tugging at his arm, pulling him into taking a 
couple of lurching steps. 


They made slow progress across the wasteland. Alex only 
seemed able to take stiff half-steps, tensing every muscle in 
his body. 


Mia stopped to heal him again, though pain might no longer 
be the problem. "Honestly, it shouldn't take you long to 
adjust." 


He kept his head down, and followed her lead when she set 
off again, but she still couldn't pull him into matching her 
pace. Whenever she tugged too hard, he stumbled, 
dislodging loose rocks and knocking them both off-balance. 


"Do | have to carry you?" Mia grumbled, brushing rock dust 
off her clothes after their dozenth fall. 


He sighed and stood up straight, staring down at her as if to 
remind her that he was still half a foot taller. "Would you find 
that any easier?" 


"| guess not, on this terrain. Let's give it a try when we reach 
the grasslands." 


He blinked, his jaw tensing. She walked on, closing the 
conversation. 


They were almost at the edge of the disaster area when his 


pace slowed even further, and he started favouring his left 
leg. She watched him struggle on for a few more steps, then 
laid a hand on his shoulder. "What's wrong?" 


He squinted at her as if from a great distance. She waited, 
studying him in the flickering torchlight, but his gaze drifted 
past her again, with no answer forthcoming. 


"Sit down," she ordered. 


Once he'd lowered himself to the ground, she took a closer 
look at his right leg. The sole of his boot was coming apart, 
and he'd cut his foot open on the rocks. 


"You should have told me," she grumbled as she healed him. 
"Let's sort this out before it gets any worse." 


He blinked, disbelief clear on his face, though anyone who 
didn't know him might have thought his expression blank. 


"We'll be stuck out here forever otherwise," she added, 
fishing a chore knife out of her pocket. He tensed as she 
flipped it open, and held still as she cut a few strips of fabric 
from the edge of his tunic and wrapped them around his 
boot. "Hopefully this will hold it together for a short while." 


He followed her gaze east as they set off again. The sky 
beyond the mountains was starting to glow with the promise 
of dawn. 


Mia picked up her pace, letting Alex trail behind. When he 
fell again, she stopped to wait without looking back. 


The sun was rising when they reached the open plain. Mia 
doused her torch and gave Alex a minute to catch up. He 
drew to a halt as he reached her side, swaying slightly on his 


feet. 


"Our camp is on that hill to the south, see?" Mia explained, 
pointing it out on the horizon. "We only need to walk a few 
more miles." 


Alex stared at the hill, blinking slowly. Mia tried not to grit 
her teeth. His silence was beginning to grate on her nerves. 


A sudden screeching of earth interrupted the stalled 
conversation as the ground lurched beneath them. Mia 
adjusted her stance to stay upright, while Alex dropped to 
his knees. 


"Another aftershock," Mia muttered, once the tremors had 
faded. She could still hear the earth in turmoil in the 
distance. 

When she glanced over her shoulder at the collapsed 
remains of Mt Aleph, a plume of dust was rising on its 
eastern side. Alex was gazing back the way they'd come. 


"Aren't you glad to be out of there?" Mia hoped they could at 
least agree on one thing. 


"Of course." Alex agreed too easily, his tone brittle and false. 


Mia leaned over him and grabbed a handful of his hair for 
emphasis. "I can tell when you're lying." 


Alex held still, barely breathing any faster. 


Mia sighed and let go. "Honestly, how stubborn can you get? 
You do realise that you'd have died out there, don't you?" 


",..Perhaps | should have died." 


"It's not too late," Mia told him, dredging up a smile. "Death 
is always an option." 


Since he offered no reply, she pulled him to his feet and 
started south again. They'd barely taken a few steps when a 
winged shape rose over the hill, casting a shadow over the 
land below. She raised a hand to shade her eyes from the 
sun, squinting at the airborne ship as it pulsed with 
Psynergetic light. 


"They must have noticed my absence and guessed that I'd 
be out looking for you. Isn't that good luck? Now we can wait 
here." Mia dropped Alex's arm, letting him catch his breath 
in the meantime. 


She focused on creating a large block of sheer-sided ice in 
the air above them. When she set it spinning, it caught the 
early morning sunlight, reflecting it in all directions. The 
ship made a slight adjustment in its approach. 


Alex appeared to have fallen asleep in the grass. She almost 
kicked him awake, but changed her mind when she realised 
there was nothing more productive he could do in the next 
few minutes, while they were awaiting their ride home. 


